made for the Moscow river and Boulevard Serpuchovka* Boris picked up
a belated sleigh on the way, into which he ceremoniously handed the bride
and bridegroom and the older people, and away they dashed, bells jingling
loudly in the cold silent air.
Grisha, who was soon leaving for the Far East to rejoin his regiment, had
given up his tiny room to the newly-married couple. Until his departure
he would sleep on the ottoman in the sitting-room. Sasha was coming to
live with the Pavlovs now. He and Ludmilla had no bridal suite, nor
honeymoon, nor anything like that. To-morrow was an ordinary working
day.
Grisha* s room, when they entered it, had been scrupulously cleaned and
put in order. There were snowy embroidered linen sheets on the bed and
fresh covers everywhere from Mamma Pavlova's wooden linen chest. On
the table was an earthenware jug filled with flowers from Boris, and beside
it a lacquered tray heaped with kishmisk (Asiatic sweetmeats) which Doctor
Kravchenko had prepared as a special gift.
They had work, love, friends. What more could anyone desire?
They clasped hands in silence.